POPULAR TALES

Lucy's affection for me struggled for some time with her
sense of duty to her father; her mother supported my cause
with much warmth; having once declared in my favour, she
considered herself as bound to maintain her side of the question.
It became a trial of power between my uncle and aunt; and
their passions rose so high in the conflict, that Lucy trembled
for the consequences.

One day she took an opportunity of speaking to me in
private. 'My dear Basil,' said she, 'we must part. You see
that I can never be yours with my father's consent; and with-
out it I could never be happy, even in being united to you. I
will not be the cause of misery to all those whom I love best
in the world. I will not set my father and mother at variance.
I cannot bear to hear the altercations, which rise higher and
higher between them every day. Let us part, and all will be
right again.'

It was in vain that I combated her resolution : I alternately
resented and deplored the weakness which induced Lucy to
sacrifice her own happiness and mine to the obstinate prejudices
of a father; yet I could not avoid respecting her the-more for
her adhering to what she believed to be her duty. The sweet-
ness of temper, gentleness of disposition, and filial piety, which
she showed on this trying occasion, endeared her to me beyond
expression.

Her father, notwithstanding his determination to be as im-
movable as a rock, began to manifest symptoms of internal
agitation ; and one night, after breaking his pipe, and throwing
down the tongs and poker twice, which Lucy twice replaced,
he exclaimed, < Lucy, girl, you are a fool! and, what is worse,
you are grown into a mere shadow. You are breaking my
heart. Why, I know this man, this Basil, this cursed nephew
of mine, will never come to good. But cannot you marry him
without my consent ?3

Upon this hint, Lucy's scruples vanished; and, a few days

afterward,  we were married.    Prudence,  virtue,  pride,  love,

every strong motive which can act upon the human mind,

stimulated me to exert myself to prove that I was worthy of

this most amiable woman.    A year passed away, and my Lucy

1   said that she had no reason to repent of her choice.    She took

the most affectionate pains to convince her father that she was

perfectly happy, and that he had judged of me too harshly.
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